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The Sudden Rain, the Eaves, and the Rainbow

July 18th, Saturday, thunderstorm then clear

The sudden rain this afternoon came without any warning at all. I had just walked
out of the tutoring class building and looked up at the sky, thinking it would hold
off long enough for me to get home. I was only halfway there on my bike when the
raindrops came down bang, big as beans, hitting the asphalt road until it turned
white with splashes. The sound was like somebody tipping a giant pot upside down over

the whole street. 1 pushed my bike under the eaves of a stationery shop at the
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roadside. Water ran down my sleeves, and my shoes went squelch—-squelch with every

step I took.

Under the eaves, besides me, there was a lady who sold cold drinks from a cart
and an old man on an electric tricycle that collected scrap paper and bottles. Nobody
said anything. The three of us just stood there watching the curtain of rain in front
of us. The rain came down so hard that the gutters could not swallow it fast enough,
and the water ran along the curb like a small river, carrying fallen flower petals
and a few torn leaves, spinning as it went. The old man from the scrap cart reached
out his hand, tested the rain, pulled his hand back, and said: this rain is good, the
crops in the fields are going to be happy. I suddenly thought of Grandma' s rice
seedlings in the village. They must be stretching their necks and drinking their fill

right now.

While we waited, the shop owner brought out a thermos and poured the old man a
cup of tea, and the cold drink lady handed me a popsicle without my even asking, and
she did not take my money, either. She said: hold a popsicle while you wait for the
rain, and the waiting does not feel long. Three people who had never met stood in a
row under the narrow eaves, eating and watching the rain. A sparrow landed in a
puddle on the road, took a hurried little bath, and flew off when the rain came
harder. I remembered that only ten minutes earlier I had been in a terrible hurry,
angry that this rain was ruining my plan to get home and play games. Now I was
standing in the middle of the rain with nothing to do at all, and the rain had turned

into a present.

The rain stopped just as suddenly as it had started. The clouds were still piled
up in mounds, but a band of light had already been laid down along the west side of
the sky. Somebody shouted: a rainbow! I looked up. There it was, a rainbow, half an
arch, hanging above the row of buildings at the edge of the city, red on the outside,
violet on the inside, not very wide, but clear and bright, as if somebody had just
painted it there and the paint was not dry yet. The cold drink lady forgot to pack up
her cart, the old man forgot to start his engine, and I stood there with one hand on

my bike, completely forgetting that my own clothes were still dripping water.

Later, lying in bed, I thought about it: if this rain had not come, I would have
pedaled straight home, walked into my room, opened my phone as usual, and this
rainbow would have had nothing to do with me at all. It was this sudden rain that
forced me to stop, and it was the stopping that let me see it. The rainbow does not
wait for anybody, and it does not explain itself to anybody either. It just hangs
there for a few minutes. Whoever happens to be looking up gets to see it, and whoever
keeps his head down simply misses it. How many rainbows must have hung over this city

this summer, over the heads of all the people who were looking down at their screens?
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When I finally got home, Mom asked me why I was so late. I said: I was watching a
rainbow. She asked: and then? I said: and then it disappeared, and I came home. In my
diary tonight I wrote one line: this summer, I was once forced to stop by a rain, and
that stopping was worth more than everything I had been in such a hurry to get back
to.
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